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SPOT.
Was & man

Tolks didn't like—s oard
ha

"
in Luck ke, le never
a bit of dust, although he had
- m. He de Dl living with the
w

as his game.
e gume relentiess.
yo used Lo say he was
~hearted man that ever
way. He look delight In
man, Onpe night he won &
some poor ochump whoe
Mmaelf, but all Jeff did was'
However, in  his  heart, |
he had & tender spot, It
up enly once—and say, it
oe o lot,
Just liks this: Jeff mel a
h, hardly twenty-ons, He got
bim in & game and scon he did him
and Then when the !

]
i

zﬂlﬁ}l!g.!

!

tremble o ohoke,
“1 Lado't orter played,” sald to
Jeit, despondently. “The money
Wienged (o Brother Jim. His health
bad, you see, He sent me here Lo

& claim so he could try this air”
then his volees broke Into sobs;

gave nw despadr, ;
Jefl ami , KA he wort o
drawlod, "yer out of luck to-day, But
does Lhat sick brother live?
‘s that—New York, you eay?
Yer name's Frank Johnsont And yer
dad—what's that—his name s Ed7
a Bowery theatrs? ‘I'ney
used to eall him Red?T Well, T'll be
* Jeft muttered low. “Red
Johnson was yer dad? You sure yer
' me the truth?™ *I am,” came
the lad. "Twaa then Jeff ahowed
or spot, From out his chamois
pushed his winnings &t the
made him take tham baok.
kid was tiokled ‘most 1o death,
oamp pext day and bought
we understood, some fifty
For weekis and weeks we
ut why Jeff gave back hia
We s'posed hin heart was
touched ‘bout that wslck
health, One day, to stop us
und, Jeff drawled out sort
knowed that youngster's
her school days, long ago.
‘quaintance. | ocome
smiled, “to be a saint,

that's the reason, Ia
it ain't, That's
“l‘ w, 'bout that there

1l say no more” Jeff
The gambler never
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STARS IN “DADDY."
Chatterton and Henry Miller
to be co-stars in “Daddy Long-
during the Philadelphia and
ts, Last season

compan resenting
fitcle play.  Kiaw & Erlanger
the starring tour. Mr,

will join Miss c&nﬂr;ﬂuu Bept,
APPOAT B
otharwise kno

A LESSBON IN THIS POEM.

Wilabeils Mas Doolittla, the noted
of Laeaville, derives a leason
happenstance she ob-
For Instance, she rooently
& runaway horse and a poem
pan was the result. The
Just arrived In the mall with

! ments. Hero 1* In:

n m m"-ﬁg" iy,
e, el B8 i .
B el BT s (et iy that

1 wBe Gne L0 roﬂml you,
v o you o aboul
X 4} the runsway horss—
Pemitiln thelr temper,
1‘ & priss fight hete,
¥

. ngs woukd put & dampar,
GOSSIP,
Eva Olivottl has returned from
Portland, Me,, where ahe spent the
summer In musical stock,

@ahary-Djell, the Arablan dancer
coming to the Winter Carden, will

Wik 'R WTuUN OVER
Yo THE WRETAURANT
AND GRY Mg A
MNULHEY of Corrgy -

Fopeaged (00 Pram PalBlg S B T Beming o

1 YA wWours Jusy
AS LiEY dave l"l'_{
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cant You SEE
r BUsH?
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- By Thornton Fisher

El
'- ln' \ 0‘05“'
GET A GOOD LOOK
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BE AN OPTIMIST
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| SHOULD CARE ,THE "
DOCTOR SAID | SHOULD f=

JO MILES To
ANYWHERE
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| Caprright, 1918, Prow Publishing Co (N Y. Bvering World,)

Tom tumbled off to sleep, deciding to
all his dream schoolmales and friends,

You see, going to real school all Hay and to Bylow-
school all dream-time was too much of school.

is Bylowland Playmates Bid Him Goodby.
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So
say goodby to

catch a whale.

On Salurday Bylowland has no school eiher, so all
Mother Goose's pupils were having a rollicking goold
time in the flelds when Tom, fumbling inlo their midst,
told them that he was to leave their school.
sorry they were! Tom's bgst friend, Simple Simon,
shed {ears enough to fill the pail in which he wished (o
The Pieman offercd to make a pie

fresh for Tom each day. Bo Peep said that she would
give him one of her pretly sheep when they came
home wagging their tails behind them. Little Muss
Muffet wept at the thought of never again secing her
hero who killed the black spider who sat down beside
her and frightened her so awfully oae day, but Tom
would not stay. Jolly old King Cole came along just

How

no more adventures to tell of,

Y ICQIPSITENN

‘then, “He called for his bowl and his fiddlers. |, Then)
the Bylow peaple drank the health of their departing
ifriend. 'CT course Tom will still go to Bylowland, But
he will visit the uninhabiied parts where there are no
dreams and no dream-people living. So he will have

By Eleanor Schorer
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Before tumbling out of Newspaperland Tumble
Tom wishes his little readers pleasant Jjourneys in By~
lowland, where he himself -frolicked so gayly all
through vacation, and, hoping you have a happy, bully
good time all winter, Tom throws you a kiss, “Good:
by !"e=(The End.)
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ANSWERS TO INQUIRIES.
K. Warren—Ta find out what yvou

ve from France Monday on La

ne.

" Lulu Urapring, the Winter Garden
ehorus girl who fell down an eleva-
tor lhng Bept, ;llo. h“rdr“ even
ohance t well, according to a
from.‘thn Polyelinie Hospita)
pight. Operations have been
Ny performed on her skull
mouth and the bones Iin her legs

¥e been set,

QAET OFF THAT SPUR, TINK!
* Tinkle Hopkins of “Town Toples™
sepds in the following, written, she
sayn, on the apur of the moment:

' ’ a %:"- &;t‘il
*F....‘& R o s
: HE'SB A LUCKY MAN.
Writes wm-_'qm of our Brooklyn

correspondents

want woyld invelvp a senrch through
muny issues of the paper and we're
Mred,
Smith—Write any fAlin company
:llamll the baby or upply at the stu-
o,

HACKETT'S NEW HOME.

A. L. Jaccbs has returned from a
visit to James K. Hackott at the lat-
ter's new country pluce near Clayton,
N. Y., an the BL. Lawrence Hiver,
says Mr. Hackett has a twenty-room
house and twenly acres of b:-tuuful'
land. The home s noar Wolfe Island,
on which the actor was born. Mr.
Hackett, he says, Is getting ready to
producs “"Muaobeth” as his own star-
ring vehiele. He in alwo considering
other plays and may stage sevoral,

FROM THE CHESBTNUT TREE.

Eph—Dem Allies got guns so big
dey shoots ninetéen miles an' sel-
dom migses’

Mose—Dat's nothin'. Dat Knaiser
g0t guns so blg dey shools any dis.

He| ! |

tance he wants an' nevali misacs,

udcrtottohll’nhm

DICK'S

UPHILL ROAD —No. 18—Still Climbing.

ILLUSTRATED BY WILL B, JOHNGBTONE

THE STORY OF A YOUNG MAN WHO "MADE GOOD"

[t

Coprrigw, 1915, Froes Publishing Co. (M. ¥, Bvening World)

Now (hat he had reached the goal which, a few
ears carliar, had seemed at the very top of a lung, up-
gl.l" road, Dick, still ambitious, still on the cutlook for
¢ven bigger things, realized that he was really only at
the top of the first “rhse,” and that higher hills were

In the course of time DK saw an opportunity o

a new agency in another part of the city. He
my had some capital in the bank—a capital to
which he had materially added by shrewd investments.
He could borrow more. He decided to take the in-

Mr. Bowker, the agency manager, slood on one of
these hills,  The high, executive positions of the auto-
maobile company iself loomed s veritab'e mountaing
teyond, “Could he some day, climb them?" Dick

Dick's

|
His record made the matter comparatively easy fo
arrange.  The agency was opened. Small at firs!,
policies” and shrewd management began
bullding sales 1olals, until, in the second year, he was

By Hazen Conklin

//

One day a friend commen(ed on Dick's “remark.
able rise. Dick serinusly replied: *“There's nothin

remarkabile about it, | merely had ambition, and cul-
tivated the ability o think,* Furtiermore, it isn't really

.. otten found himself wondering. Rlative befora snothee “beat N fo 1. urunm;upwummzomm & ‘rise’ yet, for 1'm still climbing = ( The £nd.)
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